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Where is the girl that fled with us, and gave
These garments for my surety ? she shall have
Her part in my good hour, that in mine ill
Did me good service.

Ricarton.                   Madam, she must stay;

We have not steeds enough, and those we have
May bear no load more than perforce they must,
Or we not hope to speed.

Queen.                               Nay, she shall go,

Not bide in peril of mine enemies here
While we fly scatheless hence.

Girl.                                   Most gracious queen,

Of me take no such care : I am well content
They should do with me all they would, and I
Live but so long to know my queen as safe
As I for her die gladly.

Ricarton.                     She says well;

Get we to horse.    I must ride south to rouse
My kinsfolk, and with all our Hepburn bands
Seize on Dunbar ; whence northward I may bear
Good tidings to your lord.

Queen.                             God make them good

That he shall hear of me, and from his mouth
Send me good words and comfort!   You shall ride
Straight from Lord Seyton's with my message borne
To all good soldiers of your clan and mine
And wake them for our common lord's dear love
To strike once more, or never while they live
Be called but slaves and kinless : then to him
Por whom the bonds that I put off to night